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FOR THE ROSE BUD 


THE SELFISH GIRL. 


‘‘Shut the door, Anna, the 
wind is cold from the entry, 


and makes our room uncom- , 


“Oh Mother! why | 


fortable.”’ 
do you call upon me to move 
when [am so nicely seated 
by this warm fire? Do ring 
the bell by you, and let a ser- 
vant come ip and do it.” 

“What, Anna! ring for a 
servant te close the door?— 
Bring poor James through the 
bleak wind to save you the 
trouble of crossing the floor? 
I am ashamed of you, my 
daughter. See, little Clara 
has left her place unbidden, 
and done what I requested 
you to do.—Kiss me, Clara, I 
love obliging girls.” 

The two children thus spo- 
ken to, were as opposite in 
looks as in temper. Anna 








Clara a ye&r younger. Anna | 


Every | 
, tle Clara more every day for 


was very pretty. Her light 
brown hair fell in gracetul 
ringlets over her white neck, 
and half hid her bright blue 
eyes, as they hung aboet her 
tace, her cheeks were like ro- 
ses, and when she was a good 
girl, she was bovely. 
body admired, when they first 
knew her, but her disobliging 
and selfish temper soon made 
them withdraw their admira- 
tion,—for no one is worthy of 
esteem, who has nothing but 
beauty of person, without that 
of mind, to recommend them 

Clara seldom aitracted atten- 
tion at first, for she was by no | 
means beautiful Her com- | 
plexion was pale, her eyes 

grey and without lustre, her 

hair black and straight, but in | 
alittle time she became the | 
fuvorite, for she was always | 
ready to oblige, and would | 


'leave her play to rendet any | 


person a benefit, and if smal- | 
ler girls than herself came to 
visit her, she gave them her 
dolls and toys, and would try 
in every way to amuse and 


was about ten years old, aud | please them. But Anna nev- | them—and that of every uns 


er did so; she was toe lazy to 
do afavor for those around 
her, and too selfish to care for 
the pleasure or convenience 
of any one but herself. It 
distressed her Mother very 
much to see so beautiful a 
girl of such a disposition, and 
she eould not avoid loving lit- 


her goodness and abedience. 
After the last scene, the par- 
ty sat silent for a few minutes, 
but Anna was too obstinate to 
think of feeling sorry for her 
conduct, though reproved by 


her Mother’s werds, for her 


sister’s diflerent behaviour.— 
‘‘Anna,” said her mother, 
‘you will never be happy nor 
beloved, while you continue so 
much absorbed by your own 
comfort, and so regardless of 
that of others. Do you think 
servants are destitute of feel- 
ing, that you have so little con- 
sideration for them? Remem- 
ber that although they belong 
to you, and you can do as 
you please with them, you 
will hereafter have to give an 
account of your conduct to 
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kindness God takes notice, 
and will jucge you for it inthe 
last day. Now, you do not 
wish to leave your netting for 
an instant, nor your warm fire, 
and yet you did not mind dis- 
turbing the servants when you 
know how fatigued they are 
all day, and that at night they 
strive to dua little work for 
themselves, such as_ platting 
straw for baskets and mats, by 
the sale of which they earn 
inoney, to purchase a few lux- 
uries for their families, 
lieve me,my child, if we do 
not think of the 
others, we shall neither be 
respected nor valued our- 
selves, and shall find = tew 
iriends. Besides all this, you 
have disobeyed me, but I need 
not dwell upon this point, you 
know as wellas I do, the com- 
mand of God on the subject.” 
Auna hung down her head, 
and seemed for a moment to 
‘reflect on what she had heard, 
but a quick rap at the door 
made her forget the advice in 
curiosity to know, who was at 
it. She hastily jumped up, 
and ran into the eatry (in spite 
of the cold she had refused to 
encounter a few minutes be- 
fore) and opened the door ere 
James could reach the spot. 
‘The snow blew in her face,and 
enwreathed her soft ringlets, 
and her cheeks were = crim- 
soned with the sharp air, but 
{nna regarded not all this, 
tor she was delighted to see 
the milliner’s girl, with a band- 
box containing her new bon- 
net—and taking it from her, 
she ran into the parlour to 
look at it; Clara passed by 
by her, without attending to 
the exclamations of pleasure 
‘she beard, and kindly went to 


Be- 


comlorts of 
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the girl, who was trembling 
with cold in the passage, and 
begged her to come in to the 
fire. She gladly did so, and 
asthe children tried on. the 
beaver hiats and feathers she 
had brought, she could not 
help thinking, that with all 
Anna’s beauty, Clara’s was a 
sweeter countenance, there 
was so much goodness and 
consideration in its expression, 
Thus by one little act of kind- 
ness, was a friend obtained! 
next morning was 


fhe 
bright and clear—the girls 


| were inthe nursery playing 


dolls. Mrs. Mor- 
timer was in her chamber 
when she’ called ont, ‘‘Anna, 
go down stairs, and tell Jacob 
to get the carriage—the day 
is so fine we will take a ride.”’ 
“Oh Mother! do send Clara, 
for Lam so busy with this ba- 
by’s frock, that I cannot leave 
it.’ Clara ran off without 
her Mother’s speaking, and 
gave the order. When the 
coachman drove to the door, 


with their 


Mrs. Mortimer went into the 


next room, and there saw An- 
na, ready to go out, dressed 
in her new hat and feathers, 


' and witha gay cloak on, jook- 


ing very prettily. ‘Where are 


you going, Anna?” said her | 
“To ride with you 


Mother. ; 
Mama.”’ ‘Indeed, you are 
going to do no such thing—as 
it was too muchtrouble for you 
to give my orders, | am sure 
it wel be too much trouble for 
youto go down to get into the 


‘carriage. Betty, undress iss 


Anna, and put on her calico 
frock again, she will not leave 
the house to-day. How is 
this, Clara, not ready ?’’— 
Why, Mother, when I went to 


call Jacob, to give your mes- 
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sage, I saw poor Videlle lina) 
ing along, and I stopped t 
bind up his toot; a thorn had 
got in it; but do not wait to: 
me,Mama, I will stay at hom: 


as Anna willbe alone.’ “No 


wmv daughter, 1 will wait fo 


you. | like to oblige obedt 
ent girls, and permit them to 
go out with me > 
and let me see your bounet 
Clara was sorry to 
sister, but she was 
delighted with her ride 

called atthe milliner’s to pay 
for the hats, and the same girl, 
who carried them, was in the 
store, and while Mrs. Morti- 
mer was settling with her mis- 
tress, she brought a little gilt 
cage with a beautiiul bird in 
it, and begged Clara to accept 
it as a keepsake from her, for 
the kindness she had showed 
her the night before in calling 
her in from the cold. ‘‘When- 
ever you look at if,”’ said she, 
“it will remind you that a good 
action always meets its :e- 
ward.”? Anna was much mor- 
tified when she ‘saw this gift, 
and.heard how much. praise 
vas bestowed on Clara, and 
nobody loved her,for being scl- 
fish. She determined to con- 
quer her disagreeable temper, 
and took her for an example. 
In ashort time she became an 
amiable girl, and then no one 
could tell which wasthe sweet- 
est, herself or Clara. 

Now I hope alblittle girls, 
who read my story, will be 
good too, and oblige every 
one, and never try to please 
themselves at the expense of 
another’s pleasure; & I hape, 
too, they will remember, that 
the prettiest face looks ugly 
when spoiled by il-humoeur; 
and the ugliest looksy»pretty: it 
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leave het 
very much 


They 
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MY 


{ will tell you a. pretty 


story. 

Onee there was a ‘ber 
She had six eggs put 
der her, and there can’e 
out of the eggs five little 
chickens, and one little 


duck. The old hen sand 
cluck, cluck, and then the 
little ones ran to her, and 
she had a nice crumb for 
them to eat. By and by 
the little duck began to be 
dry, and wanted water, 


but the chickens did not 


much care for water, a few 
drops wereall they thought 
of drinking. So the little 
duck went waddling all a- 
bout the yard wtth its flat 
feet, looking for water.--- 
(Quack, quack, said the lit- 
tle duck. At length the 


little duck found a small | 


puddle of water, and it 
went to the edge. It put 
one foot in, and then the 
other, and away it sailed 
off like a little beat. Then 
the hen began to be sear- 
ed, for,God did not make 
hens to swim. and she stuck 
out her feathers, and trail- 
ed down her wings, and 
cried, cluck, cluck: but 
the duck would not come 
hack, for it felt that 


aecel 


and | had given it flat 


2 es dipped its | 
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feet to 
| swim along with, and it 
read in the wa- 
ter, and threw the water 


.| over its Wings, and when 
| 


| it had swum long enough, 
came outto the hen and 


lit 


x. | chickens; and they wereall | 
un- | glad, and rejoiced over it. 


FOR THE ROSE 
THE SUN. 

The sun is glorious when he 
cometh forth from his cham- 
be.ts, and walks in’ majesty 
through the depths of heaven. 
Native starteth from sleep, 
and alleth up her drowsy 
children. All hear her voice 
and awake. Zephyr newly 
tunes his’ soft harp, and sighs 
gently to the tender flowers. 
The flowers, freshly bathed in 
the dews of night, dance in 
their bridal garments, and in- 
vite the birds to the glad fes- 
tival. ‘The birds, fearless and 
full of life, flit from stem to 
stem, and awake the tafant 
with their untiring songs.— 
Every eye opens to thy beams, 
O sun, and drinks in thy glad 


BUD. 


influences. But glorious and 
beautiful as thou art, thou 


shalt one day set to rise no 
more. There is a sun that 
never setteth. tIlis beams 
shine through all eternity.—— 
‘‘The heavens declare his glo- 
ry, and the firmament sheweth 
his handy work.’? One wave 
from that ocean of light, can 
bathe the countless worlds of 
the universe, for in his pre- 
sence they are but as the sands 
of the seashore. God isthat 
eternal sun. With himis no 
shade nor shadow of change, 


| But who can utter the mighty 
| acts of the Lord? Who can 
| show forth all his praise? Let 
| us 


| ite at 4 recekly bene ve fore im 
“Tn silentduty, meek! nd before him. 


And deep, within onr inmost souls, adore him.’ 


FROM THE GERM AN. 
SPRING. 
Come, let us walk abroad; 
| let us watch how Spring comes 
| forth. Young life sports on 
| the tender leaves, and the trees 
| glitter beautifully in their new 
| garments. The birds are hap- 
py among the branches. The 
floweret has newly tinted her 
fair cheek, for the winter- frost 
reposes in his dark home.— 
Nature is all awake: and 
Spring spreads over all her 
soft radiance. The silvery 
rivulet gushes from the moun- 
tain, and dances lightJy in the 
green valley. Fear has fled 
from the nightingale: she war- 
bles unmolested in the deep 








for he alone is everlasting.-— 


forest. All beauteous tints 
are now glowing, and the gar- 
den is decked with athousand 
variegated flowers. The whole 
wold has changed with thy 
glance, O Spring! and a rain- 
bow sports on every flower. 


UNE AMIE. 


From Lander’s Journal in Africa. 

Many women, with little wooden 
figures of children on their heads, 
passed us in the course of the morn- 
ing; mothers, who having lost a child, 
carry such rude imitations of them a- 
bout their persons, for an indefinite 
term, as asymbol of mourning. None 
of them could be induced to part with 
one of these little affectionate em- 
blems. 

The mortality of children must be 
immense indeed here, for almost eve- 
ry woman we met with on the road, 
had one or more of those little wood- 
en images mentioned above. When- 
ever the mothers stopped to take re- 
freshment, a small part of their food 
was invariably presented to the lips 
of those inanimate memorials. 
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MOTHER, WHO MADE THE FLOWER ? 


A little child, who loves to see 
The bright sun shining clear, 

Is often asking, ‘Where is: He 
Who plac’d the bright sun here?’’ 





She sees the moonlight’s silver gleam, 
And stars with twinkling ray, 

And says, ‘‘Who made that gentle beam 
Almost more fair than day?’’ 


She gathers for her mother dear, 
A blossom rich and fair, 

And asks, ‘‘Who plac’d these colours here, 
And mix’d them with such care?’’ 


Tis God my child,,who will impart 
More glorious objects still, 

A temper mild, a feeling heart, 
And strength to do his will. C. G. 
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FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
LINES 
Written on the Death of 
ALEXANDER BALDWIN CUNNINGHAM, 
of Augusta, Geo. 
*T was in the visions.of the night, 
Methought I saw his infant form ; 


Hues from celestial founts of light 
Upon his cheek glow d pure and wann. 


A being of God’s holiest mould, 

Uncrushed by grief, undimmed by shames 
A gleam of Heaven around him rolled, 

As from his lips these accents came. 


‘In God’s bright mansion of the sky, 
My home from care and grief is free; 
There tears are wiped from every eye; 
Dear father, mourn not then for me. 


‘‘No more, sweet sister, may we play 
Together round our father’s knee; 
But we shall meet in endless day, 
Then, Sister, weep no more for me. 


*t And thou, kind friend! thy care is 0’ er 
To guide my feeble infancy; 
But I to bliss have gone before; 
Dear Cousin! weep not then for me. 
‘*No lingering pain delayed my flight; 
On my young sou) no- stain could be; 
Oh! earth is dark, but heaven is bright! 
Kind friends, lament net then for me. 
He ceased; and infant voices came,. 
Whiie angel harps their music poured, 
Hymning the Eternal father’s name, 
By children round the throne adored. . 
' S. G. B. 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


A’ Second Attempt at Poetic Compe gition by Miss 
, Eleven Years (yd. 


HOME. 


When from my native rochys I stray, 

From social joys more dzar thay they, 

How oft my heart reprowes the: way 
That ‘eads from Home. 


When anxious fears my mind assail, 

When cares perplex and pleasures fail, 

Then to my hear, how dear the tale, 
That speaks of Home. 


When day’s intrusive cares are o’er, 
And evenin:z comes with soothing pow’r. 


How sweet, t’ employ the pensive hour, 
In thoughts of Home— 


To think of all to us endear’d, 

Of past delights and friends rever’d, 

And all the social joys that cheer’d, 
The hours at Home- 


Then. fancy lends her brightest ray, 

And hope illumes the future day, 

‘That calls me from these scenes away, 
To dearer Home. 


Oh, then, to hear with pleasure wild, 
My parents’ blessing on their child, 
And listen to the accents mild, 

That welcome Home! 


And when life’s busy day is o’er, 
And grief assails the heart no more, 
So shall we hail the peaceful shore 

Of our eternal Home. 


May He, who gives our little day, 
Support us through life's devious way, 
And then the parted soul convey 
To Heaven’s peaceful Home. 

Charleston. S. A. B. 

————_—_————_—_—_—_—_——_—— mens 2 cere - 
ANECDOTE. 

An Irishman was one day sadd!ing bis horse, when the 
animal caught his foot in the stirrup ‘‘Arrah, honey,”’ 
said he, ‘if ye are going to get on, I'll stay off; for I’m 
not with wishing to ride double with ye.”’ 
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Answers to Charades in No. 32. 
1. Nameless. 2. A Bed. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Lines on ‘*Religion,’’ ‘‘Dialogue,’’ ‘‘Knowledge,”’ 
and other communications, unavoidably postponed 


BU OST, on Good Friday, between Beaufain and Mon- 
tague streets, a string of small Coral Beads, with a 
medallion inlaid with hair. Reference, to the office of 


the Rose Bud. Apri! 13 





